THE  WAY OF A MAID

she came or no, in view of what I had learned
I did not see how I could let the man go his
way, for if his spy could be active at Littai
itself, Grieg would not lose his sting because
he stood on Austrian soil.
Lelia said nothing, but when I had finished
my meal, she took my right hand and set it
upon her knee. Then she stuffed a little cushion
between my wrist and the ring and when she
had it to her liking, she took a file from beside
her and fell to work.
I was astonished to see her use such method,
for that is less the way of a woman than of a
man, and I know no man that would ever have
thought of a cushion, unless it were Bell.
" Who taught you to free prisoners ? "  I said.
" Do not laugh at me/* she answered.   ** I
know-----"
tf Laugh ?   I  can  think  of  no  man   that
would do it so well."
" But I am not a man/' said Lelia softly,
After a little I asked what story she had toW
the smith.
" I used Grieg's name," she said.   ** I said
that he had told me to ask the smith for a file."
It occurred to me that Lelia had little to
learn.
Now filing through a steel band is very slow
work, and before she had worked for ten minutes
Lelia began to fret.
"I am doing so badly," she wailed, tfl
had thought to free you in no time, and took
at that stupid scratch."
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